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John De Peyster's three children were there, and fine
children they are. Mrs. John came in while I was there.
She said that her husband had told her Mr. Powell died
of cholera. Dr. Jackson said cholera we must have, but
it would be of a mild type, and easily controlled by those
who are prudent. As yet, there is no report, nor any
alarm. Alvan Stewart is dead, but of his old infirmities,
I fancy.

I also went to see Mrs. Cruger and was admitted. She
soon started off on her case and talked more than an hour
about it. She is high strung, and there will be "no peace in
Israel" very soon. Indeed she told me that she should
stand out until driven to the wall. She seemed to take a
delight in compelling her husband to work. I incidentally
mentioned Mrs. Middleton. "Yes," she cried, "she is and
has been staying at 55, all winter! Well, she is welcome.
Mr. Cruger has cut a green door into my mother's dining
room, but I do not care." Altogether, she is the queerest
woman I have ever met with. She is now evidently set on
getting possession of her two houses, and manoeuvres a
little to obtain her ends. Her face has a bluff water-cure
fullness about it, but her person has lost its symmetry,
and she says she is old. I had a long talk with Cruger last
evening, and mentioned a few things to him that I
thought might be done with propriety, as justice to him.
For instance, she told me that her husband's counsel had
thrown out an imputation of there having been an im-
proper intimacy between her and Mr. Pepper, and that
her counsel had contented himself with saying that the
charge was unjust, and that she defied calumny. Cruger
says there is no truth in either of the statements. His
counsel manifested the greatest delicacy towards her, and
her counsel had nothing to answer.ance to believe the story. Last eve-ourt stoodtion., I might almost say, to be true!tute a libel. The verdicts often
